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The President was a man of powerful build, his Imr
thick and black, his flowing moustache tinged with grey. He
looked exactly what he was—a soldier.
Occasionally he twitched the stump of his arm (which was
cut off above the elbow) and which gave the impression of a
bird trying to fly with a broken wing. Talking through an
interpreter is nearly as bad as talking to a deaf person through
an ear trumpet.
I still wonder why, as he subsequently allowed Oswald Birley
to paint his portrait, he refused to let me do his bust. His
excuse was that as President he had not yet accomplished the
things for which he represented the Mexican people, conse-
quently he felt too modest to allow himself to be done. Now I,
knowing that no man is modest, waved his assertion aside.
He persisted, however:
" I cannot bear ridicule, rny people will think I am com-
peting with the Venus of Milo! " and he shook his stump.
I replied that:
" Lenin thought me extremely tiresome to want to do him,
but he consented because I had come such a long way—now
Mexico is farther from England than Moscow 1 "
" If you were less famous, Madame, and my sitting to you
therefore less conspicuous, I might consent."
" Would you favour an obscure artist ? "
" Madame, I have not yet allowed myself to be portrayed
by a Mexican artist, what would they say if I gave the first
favour to a foreigner ? "
" Peihaps the real reason is that you do not wish to be model-
led by the sculptor of Lenin and Trotzki ? "
" That is not the case. I am far too independent to enter-
tain such narrow ideas—you do not understand, Madame. I
must first accomplish the work for which the people elected
me, before I can assume any attitude that might be mistaken
by them as a satisfaction with myself."
" I heard, Mr. President, that you were a man of character,
but I had no idea that you had such a character! "
" Madame, I have been through many dangerous moments
in my life, but never have I felt nearer defeat than at this
moment, and defeat by a woman ! "

